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. | "I was where the Seine flows Rouen by, 
And ſpreads along the mead ; 1 | 
Vhere once proud William rul'd the ranks, 1 | 
b And ſpurr'd his Norman ſteed. | . 
Where England's John, when barons bold 
| His tyrant ſway withſtood, - 
WDrunk in his hall with ruffian crew, 

And ſhed young Arthur's blood. 


c 


] Here, on the cloud-capt tow'ring hill, 8 
WW The ancient fortreſs ſtandd s 1 | 
Wis awful age oft ſtood the ſtorm, i 
And rul'd the Norman lands. | 
he Seine glides gently by its foot, © WU 
= 4nd, gliding, ſeems to ſmile ; 42 
b And in its frohe thro! the mead, 1115 4 8 
Forms many a lovely ile. 5 Fi 10 
ORR Each 


| 


"Each lovely ifte, fo fair to fee, 


1275 d by the ever-kiſling, ſtream, 


In. dreary tedious winter nights, 


"THE SCATH OF FRANCE. 


Within the boſom wide, 


Smiles on the placid tide. 

= in the faireſt of theſe iſles, : 
An aged ſire did live; 

Kind heav'n had bleſs'd him with her han 
And all with him did thrive. 


Vet doom'd to bear the ſharpeſt pangs W's: 
That ever parent bore ; 
A truer yet a ſadder tale 
Was never told before. 


Around their fires in France, 
The weeping peaſant oft ſhall tell | 
The tale of this miſchance. ne 


Three ſons he had in blooming youth, r h. 


St. Juſt, the father's name; EV a: 
The eldeſt fought in foreign fields, Wile ſ. 
And won a deathleſs fame : Vit! 
The other two they liv'd at home, 
Till now ſtill fate had ſmildꝰ˖· 
The aged parent's heart was ſet 44 0 
Upon his youngeſt child. Nute 
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fairer youth than Frederic was,” 

| Neer father loved more; | 

et was this loving father doom'd 

To ſhed his Frederic's gore. 

Jong had they-liv'd and ſmil'd in peace, 
Ay all was peace around; 


| Upon them dreadfu] frown'd. 


as not upon their houſe: alone 
That they did wreck their ire; 
t, in the gen'ral maſs of woe, 


They ſtruck the aged ſire. 


And preſs this world below, 
ere levell'd at devoted France, 
nd dreadful was the blow. 


r hoary, ancient, firm-ſet throne, 
Was ſhook from head to foot, 


WV ith axe laid to its root; flint} 
> heat which was to do her good, 
le fire mong ripen'd corn, 

only meant to purge. the chaff, 
Nit maniacs blew it on. 


t length the fates, which ſmil'd ſo long, 


all thoſe ills which light on man, 


8 ſome old oak, when doom' d to fall, 
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Swift lire? the EY hires; the flame 

- Rag'd thro' her entrails wide; 

And dread alarm ran thro' the world, 
And rang from fide to fide. 

The mind of man, as from a ſleep, 
Aroſe, and ſhook itſelf; | 

While others mad, Or, Cuntias like, 
Leap'd down the yawning gulf, 


What mighty virtues now call'd forth, 
Which long had dormant lain; 
Her ſoul was ſtung, up genius ſprung, 
And ne'er to ſleep again. 


* £m 


Now man claim'd manhood as his right, \ 
Pree will to act and think; 
And for their rights they drew their ſword WM - 
On dire deftruQtion's brink. 
Now Greece, in all her glory, ſhone B 
Upon the mind of man; { 
And, for their laws, they ranſack'd Rome; T 
Fair freedom was their plan. 
Now.tyranny,' her garb-thrown 18 B 
Hler hideous ſhape diſplay d. 
T 


= And-man-look'd man into the face, 
Aſtoniſh'd and diſmay d. 


22 
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But up they ſprang and drew their Lads 9 
Stung with the. noble, ire; t 1:44 1 | 
And, to a man, gainſt wyranmy, e 9 | 
| Reſoly'd.to wreck their. i TNT Þ 
A mighty | load of. ills there was e ries i 
Upon the nation's back; r 4 
Yet they reſoly'd to throw 1 off, 7 | 
Or break the nation $ neck. 1 1 


Till now united firm and faſt, 
All in one gen'ral cauſm 


14 144 k 


Surrounding nations ſtood, amaz'd, 1 
Oblig'd to own, applauſe: . ee 


» 44 ä 


With jealouſy and ſore affrighht, 


4 2 


They ſaw the gath'ring ſtorm; 7 h 1 | 
| And ſecretly did work. thoſe. woes 1 


de. bleeding, France has born, = ; 


| Yet could not they, with all their po Ty) 1 
Put out the ſpark ſhe. Saves „ _ 
They only. ſerv; d to blow it up, a 
And rouſe it from its grave. 5 
But like ſome Gothic fabric old, 5 WL 1 
They touch'd the corner- ſtone; 3 00 9 2 
The gag once. made, religion, laws, : 905 3 . 
And all; came tumbling, down, | is 9 
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[Diffenfions Lie and civil ane e 
Did threaten to o'erwhelin ; 
No pilot bold could brave the ſtorm, 
And guide the nation's helm: 
No pilot bold had ſkill wee 

| Tho' many a pilot tryd; 0 

as oſt her pilots ſtem'd che tide, 

= As oft her pilots dy d. 


[Now fon againſt the Fiiher tie _ i 
And father gainſt een; 
And many a cruel broil was _— 


And many a battle. n 4 
[ Now thouſands fled” and left their dane "ol 
And all that they held dear; 1 
| [Againſt their miother-country 9 0 or 
| A rebels ſtandard . A 
: Not in 1 the memory of man, e n hi 
[ Was ever ſuch a rage; . H 
Nor ever fince the world began, 
To grace hiſtoric page. ; wy Fe 
And now St. Juſt,” a victim lad, Ind 
| As e- er did tale relate, N An 


* anxious breaſt md min oy : 
- Bebeld approaching fate: dis un 
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his F refjarie? s heart was ü with lone, 
: He lov'd an Engliſh maid; 

; A wealthy man her father was . 
nn Rouen long did trade. 41 
nd he among the crowd of man, 
| Foreſaw the coming blaſt ; 
nd left devoted France herſelf, 
And ſought the Britiſh coaſt. 


Vim him he took the beauteous maid, 
o England's ſea-girt ſhore; 
And Frederic's heart was like to: burſt ; | 
In filence ſtill he bore. 

or this he left his native home, | 

His love was all the cauſe; 

or this he join'd the rebel foe, 

And left his father's houſe: 


hopes ſome chaneemightbring him whete 4 
L His love again might fee” | 3 
4 ut ah! a ſadder lot was thine; 
For ſuch was heav'n's decree. _— 
Ind long the aged father wept, 16 ie 4 


And mourn'd for his return; 


339 
3 


4 ut ne'er by letter nor by word, 
= 0! Frederic's fate cou'd learn. 
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ang did he Ggh; long did he des 

| And wipe his aged eyes 
On ev'ry fide around him ie.” 

His ſcathed country cries :/ 0 

All ſhook with dire convulſive pangs, 

| She groan'd her griefs aloud, 

While frantic madneſs flew about, 

And mixt with mortal crowd. _ F. 


As for: A ada all nations naoẽ-wr-. Por 
Like village curs did ſtrive, 
While famine and diſeaſe did cling, 
And eat them up alive: 

And when they pull'd the diode down, 
They pinn'd it to their hearts 
And while theyitrod the old tree down, 5 

As faſt the young one ſtarts, 18 


N 
| 
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The Germans taught, their prattling babe 
The longs of France for whim ; 
And now for morn and ev'ning pray 'r, 
| They {ing Marſeillois hymn. 
Great armies now were levied forth 
| Againſt diſhevell'd France, 
| And many a braggard prince did boal, 
And broke bis ſhiv'ring lance. 
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„ Black danger threat ned all around, 
true foc, like autumn leaves, 

| ame pouring on the plains of F rance, 
W But bold her ſpirit braves. 

Wnbidden forth both man and child, 

| The aged and the young; 

en women took the muſket up, 
And to the battle ſung. 


: lor man nor boy that could bear arms, 
The ruthleſs times did ſpare ; 

cy rouz'd like lions to the war, 
ro fave their country dear. 

> pow'rs above, what glorious deeds 
One little arm can do, 

at draws the ſword for liberty, 
Againſt a flaviſh foe. 


lat feats of valour now were done, LEA 
What muſe has pow'r to fingz _ '' 


And nerve her eagle wing. 111 
would ſhe give your hallow a Dames, 
fame that ne'er ſhall die; 1 

; I Lora earth hangs on her wing, 

hie tears ſtand in her eye. 
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els great God look down. from bab LY 
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Smil:d on their duſty death; 
How many fac'd the cannons roar, 
That ſhook th' affrighted earth. 


Whate'er'the Spartan did of old, 


In Athens or in Rome; 


We ſee theſe heroes live again, 


In France theſe heroes bloom. 


In feats of Viftue valour too, 
Whate'er a Greek could boaſt, 

Or Roman, Briton, e'er have done, 
In France is far ſurpaſt. 

Thrice honour'd heroes dead and gone, 
Your names ſhall ſtill be dear; 

And many an unborn hero ſhall 
Shed on your tombs a tear. 


| Your children too ſhall emulate, 


The deeds which you have done, 
And carry on the noble work, 
Their valiant fires begun. 
How oft the foe came furious on, 
Encamp'd in Gallia's plain, 
As oft the French attack'd them there, 
And drove them back again. 


err 


nd many a town was loſt and won, 
In France and Flanders too, 

And many a town burnt to the ground, 
Smil'd on the plain anew. 

he Flemiſh fields made drunk with blood, 
uMore fertile than before; 

And man did eat the ſwelling grain 
Made fat with human gore. 


{hole villages did ſmoke in flames, 

And left the native bare, 
ho ſought the corſe- ſtrown feld at night, 
To ſeek a living there. 

o harden'd in theſe ſcenes of e 
hat now like birds of prey, 

ey hover round, by famine preſs'd, 
To where the dying lay. 


Id oft the bleeding ſoldier figh'd, 

: And begg'd the coming blow; . 

ad oft the famiſh'd native ſtruck, / 

And cas'd him of his woe. 

RW Lash cruel was this war, 

The pris'ner hopeleſs ſtood; 

ad when he ſu'd for mercy now. | 
\E murder'd in cold blood. .Þ 
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. bere⸗ er whe brinal Auſtriz came, 
They made a ſport of death; 
And raviſh'd many a blooming mad 
Upon her father's hearth. 
So lang in arms, ſo long in blood, 
| The ſoldier and the man; 
in France they ſtill go hand in hand, 
To ſhew what ſoldiers can. 


So long in camps, ſo long in fields, 
So glorious was their caule ; 
| Each fingle arm would boldly dare, 
A hoſt of flaviſh foes. 
What could oppoſe a pow'r like this? 
The foe flew from their fields; 
Ton after town is now. ſubdu'd, 
And ev'ry fortreſs yields. 


And many a town was ſo ſurpris'd, dre 
Scarce did the trumpet ſound, 
The habitant look'd from the wall, 
And ſaw the Frenchmen round: 
Thus did they march their banner d bd 
They ſcarce did ſhew their face; 
And ere th'-oppoſing ſword was drawn 
Were maſters of the place. 
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MW. length e town of Nieuport fell; 
St. Juſt commanded now; ie 
he Allies they gave up the aki: i Tat 
Or e er they ſtruck a blow. 7 
ere comes a ſcene of horrors full, 

For many a Frenchman here - 
Jas taken in his rebel arms, 
| The law now could not ſpate. IT 


ull well they knew no hope "_ was, 

And frantic was their look; ; 
Thile death did ſtare them in FI face, Fa 
Their frames with horror ſhook. 

bd many knew'their brethren ber, 

| [1k'd for their babes and wives 
| | vain ; nor babes nor wives had: power, 
Iro ſave their huſbands lives. T 


read tribunal now was held. 
And doom'd them to be ſlot:: 

d many a brother there did mourn 01's 
ro hear a brother's lot. f 
bongſt the reſt twas Fred ric's fate, BHR 
is life the law denies; 4 
ain the parent wept om pray'd, 

ad wip'd his aged _ VG Dt 


"OP" FRANCE, 


FE STAT 


nd ſore 1 ſtruggled Nil to hide, 
f And ſacrifice his ſon; fx: 
And weeping, cry'd, let F red'ric die, 
So let the laws be done. 
But how to take their brothers lives, 
They ev'ry man did vote; 
And to a man they did agree, 
It ſhould be done by lot. 


Now all the troops were in the place, 
And troop by troop they drew; 
And ev'ry lot a hand pull'd out, 
A well-known brother flew. 
Among the reſt, St. Juſt did draw, 


His aged looks were wild: / 
And well they might, it was 3 lot An 

| | Io ſhoot his darling child. V 
| Nov ev'ry eye was on him fix dd. \nd 
| All felt the parent's woe; H 
From ev'ry eye the piteous tear, nd 
'N In grief did overflow. II 
And ſtill he ſtruggled with himſelf, ind 
And as a man to bear; Ar 

But ftill che parent found its way, And 


Sond Narting.s ran the en i, 


TH „ 


Fs 


Yet ſtill bs ruggled with his heart, 

= And firm reſolves he made; 

W But ſtill the parent burſt its way, 

W And nature ftood diſplay d. 

Now ev'ry breaſt did heave and ſigh, 
And ev'ry cheek was wet; | 
Jon him ny fixt their brim-full eyes, 
Where ev'ry ſorrow met. 


roas he commanded in the place, 
And ſhould example give; 

WV ct was his lot the worſt of all, 

Still with himſelf did ſtrive. 
Now came the victims pale and wan, 
And one by one were led; 

nd bound unto the ruthleſs ſtake, 
Where one by one they bled. 


And ev'ry ſoldier ſhot his man, 

His eyes with tears were full : 

nd forrow ſhook the trembling hand, 
That did the trigger pull. 

ind many a one ſhook hands in death, 
And took their laſt embrace; "EAR =_ | 
WW nature oft burſt forth in groans, 42 
| To ſee the well-known face. 
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At eng e. came & recrit 98 to death 
And ſhame bent down his eyes ; 

And ſilent grief found ſad relief, 
Did vent itſelf infighs.: 55 

But when they came to tie his hands, 
He to the ſoldier ſpoke, 

And begg'd that he might ſtand alone, 
And bear the fatal ſtroke. 


St. Juſt now ſtrode from out the ranks, 


To ſlay his darling ſon; y 
And ev'ry eye through all the ranks I 
Were fixt the fire upon. 
To take his laſt look on the world, 7 
| Young heart-broke Fred'ric he 
Did lift this eyes from off the you; 


His aged fire to ſee. 


What horror ſhook dir gen'rous ſouls, 7 


| Forgot all other harms ; + 
Both fire and ſon together ran, I. 
Claſp'd in each others arms. 


A joy flaſh'd through the ſullen gloom, 
| And ſhone upon each face ; 

But pale and deadly ſorrow perch'd, 
And took her raven place. 


| 1 — 


As if it ſhook their hearts in twain, 


It muſt be done, tis Heav'n's decree, 


One more embrace,” the father cry'd, 
3 y 


4 . they join'd their weeping cheeks, 


* OF FRANCE. 


Still claſp 4 within each others arms, 1 
Faſt beating ev ry. heart; | 

The toll ſtill ringing on the bell, 
Reminding them to part. 


Another ſullen toll did ring, 
Their natures felt the ſhock, 


And gave the fatal ſtroke. 


Scarce could he aſk how far'd his friends, 1 [. 
So ſwoln his heart with woe; = 

But ev'ry thought renew'd his grief, 
And told the coming blow. 

The father too, all drown'd i in tears, 
Oft curs'd the fatal day ; 

And fervently did pray to God, 
To take his life away. 


While ſighs were all they ſpake ; 
And oft they caſt their brim-full eyes 
Upon the bleeding ſtake. 


“% Then Heav'n's high will be done 5 


* 


With weeping cold as ſtone. 
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Where nature bade them part no more, 


is ru scarn or FRANCE. 


Preſs d to the parent 8 breaks; the child 

S Pourd out his burſting grief, 

And in his parent's boſom wept 

Thoſe tears which gave relief. 

The parent too wept with his child, 
And from his aged eyes 

The tears flow'd faſt, and from his breal 
Burſt out opprellive ſighs.” 


A 


They vavred now gainſt nature's ave, 
How great the ſtruggle was! 


But part, ftill toll'd the laws. 
Yet {till with brim-full eyes they look, 


But look to look no more; j 
To ſee his Fred'ric reach the place, duc 
His aged heart-ſtrings tore. ES 
Now tears burſt freſh from ev'ry eye, Mud 
From rank to rank they flow; | It 
And ev'ry boſom ſwoln with grief, Vn 1 

In ſighs did vent its woe. H 
Young Fred'ric lean'd againſt the ſake, i 4: 
With anguiſh ſcarce could ſtand; I * 
Yet faſt he graſp'd the brain-daſht voii ih 


And held with trembling hand. 
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- St. [uſt with cold and ſullen ſep, 
= Went to the dreadful ſpot, 

| Againſt his darling ſon to aim, 

= And fire the fatal ſhot. 

He ſtood awhile in bitter woe, 
With looks fixt on the earth; 
and on his brows fat anguiſh " 
And bent him down to death. 
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with quiv'ring hand his muſket took, 
| He caſt a look above; | 
And ſeem'd to aſk of God in heav'n, 
| Why he to this was drove. 

y hen like a pardon to a ſlave, 
Who's on the ſcaffold: brought, 
Puch bliſs St. Juſt found in his ſoul, 
So happy was the thought. 
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And ſuicide for once did ſmile; 
| It was his only hope ; 
Vn raven wing, deſpair did ling, 
Her melancholous note. | 
And ſhall I ſee thee yet,” he cry'd, 
WW © ly darling child, I ſhall; - 
| Vith that the muſket through his heart, 
W Did {end the deadly ball. 
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« This i i8 the only way that's fi; . 
He ſmiling look 'd around, 
Then ran to where his F red'ric ſtood, 
1 And ſunk upon the ground. 
= His bleeding father Fred'ric claſp'd, 
And kiſs'd his tear-full cheek ; 
Sad comfort this the parent gave, 
Who _ thus did ſpeak. 


E 


Give me thy hand, my much-loy q child 
Nor man ſhall part us more; 

| [ „ Together let us leave the world, 
And ſeek the unknown ſhore.” 
With that, while guſhing ran the blood, 
He bade his friends adieu; 
And many a weeping ſoldier kiſsd 
e hand that well he knew. 


And many try'd to cheer the ſon, 


Who now did ſmile on death, *% 
And only aſk'd ſome friendly hand, 1 00 
JI 0 ſtop his painful breath. 3 

| St. Juſt did try to cheer their griefs, I 
And while he cheer'd, he ſaid, IIe 
Muy friends will meet ſome other day Nu 


« So be the laws obey d.. 
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He clung around his F red'ric's knees, [ 
Who held the dead man's hand,. | 
And man- like, like that father's ſon, 
He gave the dread command. 

His father's troop. they heard his: voice, 

While ſorrow ſtopt their breath; | 
om five: ſcore mouths the bullets flew, 

And ſent 'em inſtant death, 4 | 


us died they in each other's arms, 
W The father and the ſon: 

Wo thrive the people bold and brave, 
So let their laws be done. 

his woeful tale ſhall oft be told, 
And o'er the winter fire, 

he family ſhall crowd around, 

| To hear the aged fire. 


Ws ot they hear this doleful tale, 
| As oft ſhall tears be ſhed ; 
Ind oft the winter peaſant ſhall 
Go weeping to his bed. 
Wc many a tale as ſad as this 
In Gallia's fate was roll'd, | 
ö nce firſt ſhe dofft the tyrant” 8 yoke, 1 
\ [Unvept, unheard, untold. | h 
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On France's boſom brooding bing: 


And as the ſun from chaos firſt, 


And neer will ſet till ſhe has made 


= "THE OATH OF "FRANCE. 

Such was the fate when Nieuport fel, 
And wide was Gallia's ſcath; 

And ſuch the ſcath through all the world, 


When tyrants doom'd to death. 


== Sat frantic fury fell, 
= And made her bleeding boſom long 
4 The haggard houſe of Hell: 


But ſhe hath hatch'd to light and liſe, 
From out the ſoul of man; 
The callow young thing caſt its down, 
To. ſpread its wings began. | 
Fair freedom now doth ſoar on high, 
And buſk her eagle wing; 
While ſouls of men like ſeraphim 
Around her ſweetly ſing. 


As oft as tyrants at her ſtruck, 
Like flint ſhe ſhed a light, 
And many try'd to put it out, 
But ftill it blaz'd more bright : 


She riſes now in Gaul, 


A circle round this ball. 


THE SCATH OF FRANG 


Where'er ſhe comes, the mind of man 
Is like the morn in May, 

Mi ſpreads a ſmile through all the land, 
And diſcord, drives away, 

80 ſhall ſhe ſet in peace and bliſs, 

W While angels round her . 

And man with man ſhall ſmile again, 

With joy the world ſhall ring. 
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ns was the ** beneath yon eh 
Where rolls the roaring ſtream: 

round its head loud howls the d 104 
And ſhrieks of midnight ſcream. 
was here the lovely Balma cane 
| To meet the cruel kniglt ;, 
[here oft he vow'd his faithleſs love, 
And oft his word did plight. N 


, 
$=* 


ere oft among the waving woods, 
He raviſh'd in her charms; 

Id faithleſs toy'd the time away 

g In lovely Balma's arms. 

Pre oft ſhe ſung his ſoul aſleep, 

; Twas as ſome angel ſung; 

; r voice it warbled through the woods, 
\nd ran the ſtream along. 
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He wiſh'd her in her grave; 

His hate grew great, Den, 
But ſhe was Cupid's flave. 

On ſuch a night of borrors wild, 
She left her father's gate, 

And ſought the deep and gloomy wood, 
There anxiouſly did wait. 


And long ſhe: waited for her love; 
Thy love no more ſhall come, 
For all his thoughts were black as Hel, 
And all his ſoul was gloom. 
He had a man liv'd in his houſe, 
To do the helliſh part ; - 
On him had fortune done her worſt, 
And ſteel'd his cruel heart. 


He ſent the barb'rous Mungo forth, 
To wait the lovely maid, _ 
And riot in her lovely charms, 
Where once himſelf had laid. 
He hid him in a ſecret cave, 
To watch the lover's path; 
And burning with his luſtful rage, 
He liſten'd to each breath. 
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And oft he heard the'beetle's- hi, mm 2112 
un oft the watch- dog” 8 bay ul St T 
and oft the raven swing did 8565 81 Se 
And ſhriek did die away. bu 
il the ſpirits of the ae nod 9d 
| Cried through the murky air 

le diſtant heard the dreadful noiſe, 

Which ſhook his ſoul with fear.” 2 


| Lt length the: lovely: Balma came, 001 

| And ſighing ſought her loves 
e ſweetly ſang the banks along 
And wander'd through the grove. FP, 
he ſudden ſtopp d with litt 11 _ 
A fatal raven croak' d, Dein 21 
Ind perch'd upon the haggy _ bak 


* 


Where cruel Mungo lurk'd.” "EH 


ike Tarquin ſtrode he forth the cave, 0 
It was her paſſing bell; . 
wak'd him from his luſt ful dream," Py * | 
Iro deeds as black as Hell. at g 
Price did it croak upon with 21189 
Fair Balma ſhook with fear, 

en ſtrange, a ghoſtlike ſcream was heard, . 
\lail'd her lift” ning ear. 
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he 


ro ſee a deed fo black as this, 
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She un look'd, and bi ſhe ba, 
The luſtful Mungo ſtood; 

She ran and claſp'd him in her arms, 
And ſought the dark brown wood, 
She thought it was her well-lov'd knight 

= Alas! thou luckleſs maid, 
4 The cruel Mordac's in his hall 
[ And thee he has betray! d. 


They toy! 'dithe time in amour ſweet, 
Far in the foreſt gloom, 

Where blaſts ſang Oer the fir- tree tops, 

And ghoſts came from the tomb. 


It made all nature ſhrink, 
And on the clouds wild forms were ſeen, 
As if they were in drink. | 


No from the murky dome above, 

| The ſtars ſhot down a light; 
The moon faſt ſailing ſeem'd in tears, 

Flew quick before the night; 

A palid glimpſe adown ſhe ſhot, 
S bone on the ruffian's face; 
She ſtarted from his luſtful arms, 
And ſunk upon the graſs. 


e, beedid of * Ann form, + 9] 


wy riot in her charms; 1 of! i 
And ſcarce. recoy'ring from her diene 21 
All claſp'd within his arm. | 


She waking ſaw his ruffian look, 
She felt his panting breaſt; 

And all her mind with horror ſhrunk, +! 
And all her foul oppreſs'd. 


3 


In vain ſhe cry'd for help to him, 
Alas! no help was near, 
And nothing heard mid woods and wilds, 
She cry'd to deſert air. 
Diffolv'd ſhe lay all in his arms, 
Now gain'd his utmoſt wiſh ; 
He, careleſs of the pang ſhe felt, 
Beheld her dire diſtreſs. 


She ſtarted frantic from the place, 
Her lovely locks ſhe tore; | 
Hluſh d was each thought, _ now return'd 
More dreadful than before. 1 
| She caſt a glance o'er all the deed, 
Her thought ſhe could not bide; 
For now the cruel knight himſelf | 
Stood by fair Balma's ſide. 


ne tax'd her with her plighted faith, 
He curs'd her treach'raus/luft z 
into his boſom ruſh'd. 
Were ever hearts ſo diff rent ee 
She met his cruel breaſt; 
He brutal as a Nero was, 
And ſhe as Dian chaſte. 


ne threw. her on the clay-cold turf, 
| S Cry'd, © That's the curſed bed, 
« Where thou haſt broke a lover's heart, 
And done the helliſh deed.” 


| What furious thoughts poſſeſt her breaſt, 
All raviſh'd, mad, and wild, 
| [ Still glowing with a lover's love ; 
For him who her beguil'd. 
she caſt a look into his face, 8 
W The barb'rous tyrant frown'd ; 
[The tears ran-guſhing down her cheeks, / 
4 And all her boſom-drown'd: 
ner thoughts were big with all the deed, s 
4 | And black itlook'd and foul ; | | 
: jy She ſaw ber lover ſtill ſtand en LA 


4 It cut her to the ſoul. 
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Frail nature could not bear the ſhook, - Fn 
And all her ſenſes whirl'd;  - Mf 
dhe curſt the moon that gave her light, | | 
| She could not face the world. = 
Again ſhe dropt upon the turf, 
The blood fled to her heart, 
| Aſham'd to ſend it forth again, 
To cheer her to the ſmart. 


The barb'rous Mordac by her ſtood, 
And hell was in his foul ; 
He grimly ſmil'd like Hell itſelf 
Upon the deed fo foul. : 
The blood returning to her cheeks, 
And thought return'd again, 
And life unſought reviv'd the maid, 
More poignant grew the pain. 


Stung to the ſoul, ſhe ſaw her love, 
She ſaw her broken faith ; 

And ev'ry hope quite ficken'd grew, 
And all her wiſh was death. 
dhe flew like light'ning up the rock, 

| Which dreadful bung in view, 

And headlong down the precipice 

Her lovely form ſhe threw. 
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Caught by her garment from the rock 
A looſen'd fragment came, AA 
With fatal vengeance ſtruck the knight, . 
And plunged him in the ſtream. 


ln win he ſtrove with luſty arme 1 
= Againſt the rolling wave; | 
The rolling wave the ſtronger prov'd, 1 if 


And watry was his grave 


Far down rough Anna's rolling ſtream, 
Daſh'd on the rocky ſhore ; 

WUntil he came where gath ring tides 

| Meet with the ocean's roar. 

But ſhe, Poor lovely 1njur'd maid, 

Alas! no more was ſeen ; 

| Or chang'd by | Heav'n into a nymph, 

| n To mourn on Annan's ſtream. 
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Wu: he, as if the ſea infelf; 
In horror at the crime, 
Vas thrown upon the ſtony ſhore, 
| Among the wreck and flime. 
f * nd long he lay upon the ſands, 
Wich clothes half torn away, 
4 0 putrify in deſert air, 
4 F or hungry crows a prey. 


t 
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And none would give him burial rite, 
So hated was the deed ;: | 
But left to rot among the ſlime, 
Where worms and maggots breed. 
To purge his ſoul from fin ſo foul, _ 
He long to Hell was doom'd ; 
Win wild decay his bones did lay, 
Were never yet entomb'd, 
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A LITTLE BEGGAR-CHILD, 


o followed the AvuTroR| for | Charity in 
the. Streets. | 


Ho wee bit curly ſhiv' ring ching. 1 1 
| canna bide to ſee thee rin, | 
8 257008; cald u night; ; 

ha wad be guilty o' the fin, f 
1 To gie thee noughht. 


5 #M thou nae cald i' thy bit feet, 

ling thro the mud and weit, N 
J Wi' piteous moan ; 
beg a living i' the ſtreet, 

| Wi' mony a groan. 
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14 nd hear thy poor bit piteous cry, 
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Thy mithe 
wr matches, 9 in her hands; 
| Tho thou art young 
Thou'ſt learnt. to touch the. heart o' man, 
. wi thy bit tongue. 


Thy may * is 1 
Her _ 1 at her breaſt, 
And nought to cou'rt; 


And aye me ba's it to its reſt, 
Maiſt like to ſmu'r't, 
Haſt thou nae ither elaiths than that 
Auld _ cloak that thow haſt gat, 
| It anes was reed; 
Canſt ib no get ſome auld bit hat, 1 
- T6 cou'r thy heed, if 
och me! what man could paſs thee by, 
s 1 
| Thou aſk'ſt for bread 
If he but hears thee he maun ſigb, 
Maiſt deep indeed. 
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ON A LITTLE DEGGAR-CHILD: 97 | 


Waes 3 it is the caſe, 
Thy barny one its winter face, | 
Wi' running toddle ; 
[Unſeeling man, to ſtop its pace, i 
Comes o'er 1ts noddle. | | 


Och may the world gie him a lick, 

Wha ſtruck thy baby wr a ſtick; 

In time o' need, 

ch fortune, anes but gie him ſic, 
To beg his bread. 


och let him anes, like ither men, 
he waes o' want and hunger ken, 

To learn him for't : 
(nd lee bids he will like it then; 


Thy "IO bor't. 


hy is't that trie nie 1 men as this? 
BJ is't the world doth ſhed its bliſs 
] On fic a brute ? 

l br | fortune, blindly, ſeems to kiſs 

| His vera foot ! 


5 A LITTLE eee 
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Och me ! how oft the feeling heart, 
Wi fortune s keeneſt arrows ſmart, 
Until ſhe weeps; 
And till the vera tears do ſtart 
Adoon her cheeks, 


Tho' ye be curſt wi' hearts to feel, 
Adoon our cheeks the tears do ſteal, 
Yet whiles ye laugh, 
wr Joy fac great, it gars ye reel ; 
That's bliſs na 


if 


ON SEEING 
A SURLY WATCHMAN 


Drive a poor BRNGOAR's Curin from the 


Street, for S1iNGING BALLADS. 


POOR wee'bit houſeleſs ſinging wretch !? 

| hou heedleſs lilt'ſt thy hame-ſpun catch, 
Amang the croud ; 

Thou baſt awak'd the ſurly watch, 

| Thou roar'ſt ſae loud. 


Thou trembling in the kennel there 

ant wi” a fou contented air: 438 
Thou maun gang hame; 

he nightly watchman wona ſpare, 
Thou'rt no to blame. 
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oO ON A BALLAD SINGER, 


Thy ballads wr the rain are weit, 
The cald air nips thy paddling feet, 
| Poor hungry wretch! 
The cruel watehman wona let 
Thee ſing a catch. 


Where fleep'ſt o'nights, thou unclad thing 
Or crouch beneath thy mither's wing, 5 
Wuhan cald winds blay 
And och ! they wona let thee ſing, FH 
. Jo get ſome ſtray, 


Thou oft beneath ſome benen coops, Mel 

And liſtens to the weit that drops E 
+ + Sac frac aboon; 

Sleps' t to'the laſhing o' the ſlops, My 
ol tes 1607 Dota pouring doon. if 


Thy hands, ſae ſtarv d, ſcarce haud the bi 
[4 Which thou art nibbling, ſlow indeed, WM 
=. : Wi' dirt and ſnot: 
W Yet thou, contented, ſtill doth feed; 
But och! thy lot, 
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ON ABALLAD SINGER» 41 


Vye pouing up thy wee bit feet, 
o keep them frae the claſhing weit, 
5 Beneath thy coats: 
hou hear'ſt the rake's loud drucken threat, 
And bluſt” * notes. 


ch me, what he doth throw away, } 
n whoring, drinking, and in play, 
Wad fill thy weam, 
F claith thee in good hame-ſpun grey, 
And hide thy ſhame. 


dc), he ne'er thinks about the poor; 
ſc ſees thee crouching at ſome door, 
And, wr his ſtick, 
* poor bit nodding head comes oer, 
An unco lick. 
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t thou maun tak it a', content, | 
ho It may mak wy een to Ment; >} I 

1 And drop a tear; 
Pou cheer hy poor bit heart, tho faint, 
Sic ills to * 
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32 ON A BALLAD SINGER, 


In froſt and ſnaw and winter cold, 
_— oft maks the beggar bold, 
| | In butcher's ia”; 
| Kang trampl'd ſtrae I lee thee rolled, 
| Aſide the wa”. 


There, whitp'ring wi' ſome beggars weang 
Thou he it them a' thy bard-earn'd gain 
| bn TD ballads by, 
TR on. the ground, wat wi' the rains, 
m7! 14; aid The morn to dry, 


Poor as thou art, thy life is ſweet, 
And whan thy weam is fou o' meat, 
„II Thou haſt enough; 
And envies not the rich nor. great, 
Thou aye can laugh 


In ſome. ſma' alehouſe, fou o' folk, 
1 he: . fitting i* the nook, 
; 5 4042 2\fl-dnnken beer; 


Thy e 166 wit a ſmiling look, 
Aſide thee near. 


Where a ken ither weel enough, 
bey atogither crack and laugh 
Ĩbe night away; 
Ind 2 the plagie cares they d' off 
O' ither day. 


he auld wife harkens to the joke, 
ye fills her pipe again to ſmoke, 
Devoid o' care ; 
he pits about her ſma' bit ſtock, 
1 And begs for mair. 


- 


Wc landlord kens them a ſae weel, 
eggar frae beggar wona ſteal, 
He truſts them oft: 
nd a gang hame W fic a reel, 


Their cares s ſac d' offt, 


by 5 > | 
A PRIMROSE. 
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AE ſmileleſs morn, beneath a thorn, 

A humble Primroſe grew; 

Its ſonſie face blink'd frae the place, 
While loud the north wind bley, 
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Frae aff the fell it cam ſae ſnell, 
It gart a nature ſhrink: 

Wee modeſt flou'r leugh at the ſtoure 
That gart auld nature blink. 


E 


9 


5 : EE EM 
2 — — * — r vs 8 9 Eh 4 * 
N rr 9 
3 Nen 8 A 2092 e ng _ 
2 B 1 > — . 


A black'ning cloud the ſun did ſhroud, 
The dizzy blaſt did rock; 

The clouds flew faſt afore the blaſt 
Which ſhook the branching oak. 
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The joyleſs day t. to paſs woah, 2 Bunge 1% 
Baith heartleſs, bird and e \. 


While driving rain ſhot o'er n plain" 


Ran to the ſhelter faſt. 50! 


Ihe thorn ſae auld, wi“ age was bauld, 
Fou mony a blaſt had horn | 
Thro' leafleſs boughs Ware ran I 
wr a' 1ts branches orn. a 912dvw 20 9 


Beneath its ſhade, which now did fade, 
The modeſt flou'r it ſmil'd ; 
And a' was reſt within its breaſt, 
Tho' a' beſide was wild. 


Pome humble bard, like thee, ſo ſtar'd, 
Unſeen, unhear'd, unken'd ; 
Wis fortune too, bare as that bough, 

1 Wbich doth thee ſhelter lend. 


he ow s ſcoul doth pleaſe his ſoul, 
Like thee, he ſmiles, tho“ poor; 

The God of ſtorms keeps him Yrom harms, | 
And learns him to endure. | 


| 
j 


4 n ONE. ; 
wi pleaſing dread, he roars:his bead, 
And hears all nature ring; 

Wi' ſmiling fear the ſtorm to "Roy 
And ſoar's on e TY 


| Juſt like this fflou'r, from Rune“ pov, 
So let him live and die; © 

| Known but to few that e er it grew, 
Or where he e'er ſhall lie. 
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